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(Continued Irom last Issue.)

‘1 dou't understand.”

“Nobody understnnds Broadway,"
he nnswersad, “People hate It, yet
they don't know why, People love it,
vou they don't know why. 1 don't
It's just becayse it's Broadway."

“Ia It &4 mystery?

“That's what It [s—a mystery”
He shook his hoad In thought.

The subject had Iest Interast to her

beonuss ghe did not know it fasel
natlons, I suppose you go to church
every Sundany morning. ‘Tomorrow's
Sunday."

He was pstonished. He hnd been
thinking of Broadway. Thers are
churches on that thoroughfare, but
thoy are nat g9 brightly Hghted ns
some other of It8 structures, “What's
that again?™

“1 say | supposs you go to church
avery Sunday morning."

"Well—FPve been golng to Church.
I1's every Sunday night.” e laughed
o Httle, then exelaimed, not loudly
' Brondway!"”

“What sre you thinking of?"

“Oh, 1 was just thinking what a
grent thing It wounld be i 1 made n
suicooss of this business"

“Why, you're golng to,
confidently,

“Po you think so?"

“I'm sure of it if you will make up
your mind to work—to keep busy.”

“Yes; that's It. I've got to work"
e Inughed, For a few moments they
had been rather serious “Work!
Now, tomorrow, I'm golng to plant o
lot of vegetablos, and then I'm golng
to cut the grase: I'm golng to milk
the cow, and [ am going to—er—paint
the house, Work! Oh, U'm golng to
b the busiest litde fellow you ever
snw., You know what 1 hope? | hope
that butler of mine never enmes back
I want to do all the work myself!"™

"“Your butler?"

‘*Yes; 1 sent him to New York yes-
terday on an errind”

“You sent him back for some-
thing?"

He wished (o laugh, bot did not
“No; | sent him back with some-
thing.”

“Something vialupble?"

He hesltated. Was Mrs, Gerird
valuable? She had lost enormously
in value In his eyes of Inte. “Well,
it's worth n lot of money,"” he assured
her, feeling certaln that this speech
wits fecurate,

‘Perhaps he's lost It and 18 afrald
Lo return,” she suggested.

He smiled, remembering the in
structions he had given Rankin. “II
he's lost it he'll return all right—to
elnim e reward”

“For losing It* How Tunny?"

“Yes: Isn't it?"" He laughed, * But
It wouldn't be so funny if he kadn't,
would "

ghe sald

Heavens! Suppose Rankin should
find it really hupossible to get #1d of
Mrs. Gerard!

But of ¢ourse Josle could not un-

derstand,. The conversatlon puszled

her, IL did not hold her ss had the
talk which had preceded [t

She rose, as Clara came back, wl-
most running. This oharming coun-
try malden very evidently had satis-
fled her curlouity a8 to the looks of
Robert's father; ghe now was plalnly
somewhnt displeased bLecause the son
remalned away so long.

“Well!™  ghe exclaimed. "'Those
two men nre holding the longest con-
versation 1 ever heard of!  They're
standing on Kennedy's corner, thelir
tongues galng o mile o minote"

“What are they talking about?”
asked Jackeon anxfously, He very
much hoped his friend was not in
reéally serlous trouble as the reward
for haviug becn his friend.

“l didn't get close emough to hear
what they sald, but they're both wav-
ing their hapds in the alr and tulk-
Ing—to ueat the hand!"

This worried Josie
our advertlsing!"” Her
wholly gloomy."

Broandway nodded, quite as gloom-
Iy, “Looks Uke it.” !

Clara, by no means having lost her
Interest, remained peering down the
utrest, into the evening shadows nf-
ter her companons had turned away

“There goes
volce was

discouraged. “Here comes someone,
anyway,” she presently Informed
them,

“By Jove! It's Rankln!" Broad-
way's volee Indicated his rellef as he
obgerved that Rankin was  alone
Evidently he had followed orders and
“lost” Mrs, Gerard.

There had come into the butler's
appearance an indefinible change, He
had not ceased to be a hutler, but he
had ceased to be the very perfect
butlor which he alwoys hud been In
It wus as if Iu-' stood upon
the threshold of a new and startling
freedom, but thus far had hesitated
to eglep definftely into it. Broadway
rogarded him nlmoest with affection.
No, cortainly; Mrs, Gerard was not
with him.

“Wall, hera | am™ the erstwhile
perfect serving man announced, |
suppose you thought you were never
golng Lo spe me again.”

“Hello, Rankin, When did you get
Ry

“Just now, I've a great deal to tell
yon, Mr, Jones,”

“What detained you?"

Rankin, looking at the young
IhdHes, did not at once reply In detafl
It was eavidenl that theres ware some
particulars to he divulged which he
alone  to

the pust,

wished Hroadway's ears
hear. " 'Twas nocessary.'!

‘Why didn't you send me some
word 7"

“1 can explaln all that"

“Qlrls, wll you excuse us?" Broad-
way asked, and as they nodded went
glowly down upon the lawn with
Rankin townrd a clump of cedara. It

nd been planted In a elrele, a Toay-
orite pnd funerepl form of lawn dee-

oration in those latiiudes, and [
solemn garden seat. ‘Just a few

moments,” Drondway pleaded as he
went with Rankin townsrd this deep
saclusion. “Then I'l walk home with
you."

“All right
the maidens, All thls scemed exceed:
Ingly exciting to them. Hut, after all,
they were not sorry for an oppor
tunity to talk alone for a moment.

Broadway was very anxlous, but
Rinkin snld no word until they ware
within the leafy chamber., Even after
they had reached Ite solitude Broad-
way had to urge:

“Well, come on; what's the newa?”

“Surprising news, sir," Rankin an-
gwered hositantly,

Broadway was all the mores impa.
tient. "“Well, tell me tell me! What
did she say? How did you get rid of
her?”

“I—1 didn't get #id of her, sir.”

“What? Whety did you leave her
then 7

“l—didn’t leave her, sir,
with her ever sinco™

*Where Is ghe now?" nsked Broad-
way timorously, his volce weaken-
Ing.

“She's here, sir.”

This was terrifically shoeking, The
worst had come to pasa then—those
fears which were s0 bad that they
had heen put nside ns utterly unthink-
able, “She came back with you?”
There was a look of horror on the
face of Jackson Jones.

*Yan, slr.”

Mis master's

I've been

wrath rose. “You

Curlogity consumed:

fdiot, What dla you let her do that
for?”

Rankin spo*a slowly and reluctant-
Iy. “She insistea that she must ses
you nnd talk with you, sir”

Now rose a goul In wild revolt. “1
won't see her! I won't talk to her!"

“But she's right outslde the hedge,
uir. You must see her!"

"0Oh, she's perfectly reconclled, sir;
belleve me—"'

Here was a shock as pleasant as
the other had been terrible. It was
almost too good to be true. “Re-
conclled! You menn she understands
that 1—"

"Oh, ves, sir. She's already sent
out & denial of her engagement to
vou."

His henrer could have rént the air
with shouts of joy, but did not. He
only asked inanely: “Has she?"

“Yes, sir.” Now Rankln once mora
hesitated, “In theé form, sir, of—er—
another announcement,”

This nenrly stunned his master.
“You mean she's engaged to someone
elga?”

“Yes, sir; she's going tg marry the
earl of Cortland.”

The recently harassad youth bright-
ened, Wae lfe to be entirely smooth
and joyous after all, instead of only
partly merry, with the balance turn-
ed Into a tragedy by his anclent
“Hweatheart, dearle?™ *The earl of
Cortland!™ he exclaimed,

“Yes, alr will rou see her, sir? |
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William Hodge and Eve Greenwood in a Scens from ".?'J_lr’ Road tv Happiness,"
Coming to the Salt Lake Theaire Next Tuesdap




